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III. TRANSLATIONS: 
SHORT STORIES BY PERE CALDERS 

REBELLION ON THE ROOF 
("La revolta del terrat") 
From Cròniques de la veritat oculta 
Barcelona: Selecta, 1955. Barcelona: Edicions 62,1979 
Translated by DEBORAH BONNER 
I 
In 1938, a Hungarian architect who lived in Mexico city built an 
apartament house applying a series of principIes that could be summed 
up as follows: buildings have to be endowed with a particular 
expression that binds them spiritually to the country where they are 
built, and this must be done with the materials that are most 
emblematic of that place. 
The building I arn referring to was built in an aristocratic 
neighborhood. The owner was rich and the architect was given free 
rein to do as he pleased. He bought a considerable amo unt of volcanic 
rock and a kind of red granit e that comes from the valley of Mexico; 
using the combination of these two elements as a basis for the global 
concept, he proceeded to complete a piece that was sober from every 
conceivable point of view. 
The owner personally supervised the construction of the top floor 
together with the architect, since it was to be his personal residence, 
and he chose the floor plan that pleased him, mutilating spaces and 
raising partition wall s that turned the place into a kind of beehive. The 
architect did as he was told and approved liberally, grateful as he was 
at having been allowed to plan the rest of the building as he saw fit . 
The result was an apartment house with such a European flavor 
that it attracted foreigners from all over that part of the world. Rental 
leases were drawn up with Czechs, Poles, Germans, Russians, one 
Italian and a few Jews whose nationalities were hard to pinpoint for 
those who were not their closest acquaintances. 
Since the architect had advanced social concerns, he built the 
rooms on the roof for the servants with nice big windows like the ones 
in the master's quarters and installed bathrooms with hot and cold 
water that would have pleased the most demanding of maids . 
Due to the owner's special desires, the building was opened with a 
formal ceremony and there were speeches praising his entrepreneurial 
spirit, his patriotic virtues and a special vision that, according to one of 
the speakers, constituted the honest basis of a fortune against which 
any fine ambition could measure its elf. 
After the ceremony, the building went into operation. Its cozy 
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apartments sheltered the families that moved in and the tenants 
discovered they had made a choice in common, that they shared the 
same tastes and a similar notion of what it meant to live in a community. 
Everything would have been just fine if the maids had not 
misunderstood the architect's desire to please them. It appears that the 
spacious rooms with the big windows and the modern conveniences 
were not so much appreciated as interpreted as the recognition of the 
rights to which they were clearly entitled. They lost the countenance 
that maids ought to have and acquired a kind of haughtiness which 
they proceeded to misuse, answering back to their mistresses in loud 
voices and exhibiting an outrageous lack of restraint. This road to 
emancipation led them to form a union and take over the roof 
to impose a law of their own. 
One could be polite and claim that they organized parties in their 
rooms and invited male friends who stayed late into the night and 
sometimes all night long. Naturally, that was not the rule, but the 
masters, who are made uncomfortable by the very thought of maids 
having passions of their own, found their behavior so objectionable 
that the blame was evenly distributed among all the girls, and each one 
of their reputations was slightly damaged as a consequence. Besides, 
such was the fear that the stain on the roof could spread to the rest of 
the building that the owner was forced to take steps, consulted his wife 
and his lawyer, and finally decided to send a form letter to all the 
tenants in the building stating the following:"Dear friend and tenant: 
Having considered the problem concerning the maids and the way 
they have been interpreting their obligations, we believe the only 
solution is to have them move out of the top rooms. 
Therefore, we will appreciate your taking on a cleaning lady or 
having your maid sleep in her own house. You can also rent another 
room for her in a building where this sort of conduct is tolerated. We 
leave that decision up to you. The fact is that by the 15th of next month 
you wiU have to vacate your room on the roof, and since this 
represents a change in the terms stated in the original contract, we will 
provide a discount on your monthly rent. l arn sure that a person of 
your stature will comply with this requesto Please let us know if we can 
be of any further assistance. Best regards, The Owner." 
11 
It was easy to guess that the owner, who invariably turned any idea 
that crossed his mind into a business venture, had thought of renting 
out the rooms after they were vacated. He placed ads in the 
newspapers offering honorable cou pIes (without children) and 
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unmarried ladies and gentlemen of fine repute sunny rooms on the 
roof with showers and hot and cold water. The price he asked was 
about three times the discount he had offered the ten ants downstairs. 
That was how another group of people with a different human 
make-up moved into the building. Poets, retired people, public 
servants, a widow who had not lost her looks and a few couples who 
were capable of living in close quarters inhabited the roof. There 
were also a few restless characters who could move from one house 
to the next without their soul feeling any pain, one of whom was me 
with my dog. My dog was remarkable on many counts, endowed 
with an intellect that was eventually envied by everyone who got to 
know him. He was serene, temperate, never jumped to conclusions 
without weighing the facts from opposite points of view and when 
he made up his mind he was always guided by a strong sense of 
justice. He never suggested that I do anything dishonest nor led me 
down the wrong path. However, since life is never picture perfect, 
my dog had frail health . He had a delicate heart and I had to take 
good care of him. 
We were given a good room. I liked it, but the dog was downright 
thrilled. He made it clear to me that in a place such as that he would 
feel inclined to take life easier and make a conscious eHort to devote 
his tim e to things that last. 
Never before had I derived such pleasure from starting my day on 
the top of the world. Tall mountains oHered us the rising sun, and the 
first light of every day softened my night outings. My uneasiness 
subsided and it seemed as though I could cast anchor in a friendly 
harbor. I don't think I could explain why, because no other city had 
ever offered me such inner peace. 
But fate always seems to have something in store. You never know 
whether a sweet moment of calm is in fact the silence before the storm, 
or what placid mask conceals the dark face of turmoil. 
III 
In that instance, history chose to use my dog to unleash a small war. It 
is extraordinary how it all happened, and now that l'm telling the story 
I realize that the elements that fate made use of ranged from the simple 
development of the day-to-day plot -which connects the diHerent 
chapters in our lives- to a baroque style of combining unforeseen 
circumstances. 
It just so happened that a grand German lady who lived on the 
first floor had a visit from an oId friend. They had not seen each other 
for many years, but they were very fond of each other, and when the 
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lady Saw her long-Iost friend again, cries of joy rose from the inside 
courtyard of her apartment to the upper floors. 
The traveller came from the farthest of Eastern lands and had 
brought a gift for the lady, a small tapestry that was priceless in the 
realms of art, archeology and money. The exotic piece was taken from 
one apartment to the next, impressing one tenant after the other until 
someone happened to spill some tea on it. They tried to remove the 
stain with several cleaning products and finally took the tapestry 
upstairs to dry it out on the clothesline. 
The roof people, who had only heard about the tapestry, were all 
eager to have a look at it. But my dog and I, who had a particular 
concept of rich people's belongings, had a different attitude: we 
feigned indifference, as if the stuff of our souls was far more valuable 
than any object in the material world, and we did not deign to visit the 
tapestry until everyone had discussed it and praised it at length. 
It was nice, but not quite what it had been made up to be. The dog 
sniffed it for a while and must have liked it -not from an aesthetic 
perspective, needless to say- because he started eating it. He seemed to 
be enjoying himself so much that I never would have dreamed of 
discouraging him. One of the Jews had warned me that was a terrible 
thing to do and could have dreadful consequences. I answered that I 
didn't think so, that we often make mountains out of molehills and 
that if people didn't exaggerate so much things would not be taken to 
such extremes. In fact, the Jew was right. A half an hour later, when 
the German lady found out that all that remained of her tapestry were 
a few centimeters of fringe, she screamed and fainted on the spot. 
There was a commotion in the entire building and the owner himself 
intervened; he sent me a messenger with a note asking me to stop by 
his office. 
When I did so, he told me: 
"You must have guessed that I called you in here to discuss the 
disaster?" 
"What disaster?" 
"Given the circumstances, there's no sense pretending. You know 
exactly what l'm talking about. Let's face it, your dog made a big 
mistake and since he is not legally responsible you wiIl have to be held 
accountable for his actions." 
I refused to give in. 
"You know that there is a certain kind of oriental tapestry made of 
a vegetable fibre that is particularly pleasing to a dog's palate. In a case 
like this, the owner of the tapestry should be the one responsible for 
taking proper care of her possessions, not the neighbors' dogs." 
"That isn't true about the vegetable fiber!" 
I arn so fond of my honor that I have never liked having anyone 
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doubt my word, whether it is true or not. I stood up, headed for the 
do or and slammed it behind me. 
IV 
Anyone in his right mind would have realized that it was an annoying 
mishap and would have dropped the issue then and there. But the 
owner had a rich man's frame of mind and I so on received a note that 
read as follows:"You have twenty-four ho urs to get your dog out of 
this building. If you have not done so by then I will proceed 
accordingly. " 
I was vexed. All the roof tenants sympathized with me and were 
outraged, especially a Czech conspirator who could not resist the 
impulse to go speak with the owner and threaten him with killing any 
one of the rich people's dogs who came up to the roof if he forced me 
to get rid of mine. The owner answered that one could not give equal 
treatment to a dog that belongs to someone who is paying a two-
hundred peso rent and one whose master is paying thirty; the Czech 
replied more or less that all rich people had that kirid of attitude and 
that sooner or later they would live to regret it. 
He came back up to the roof and told us that relations had been 
severed, and the time had corne to devote our efforts to extreme 
measures. There were some fainthearted spirits and some in favor of 
negotiating or even getting rid of the dog without putting up a fight, 
but for the most part there were heated feelings behind the decisions 
of the roof people. We felt strong because justice was on our sid e and 
we had the feeling that if we had to suffer we would do so with the 
greatest of courage. 
Unfortunately, during one of those incensed moments a basset 
hound which belonged to a tenant on the ground floor trotted up to 
sit in the sun. I arn inclined to believe that it was not a provocation, and 
that at the time it never crossed the poor dog's mind that his presence 
could offend anyone. But he, like all the rest, was part of a plot that 
was destined to unfold, and we all stepped into the position that fate 
had assigned to us without our reason offering the slightest resistance. 
The Czech citi zen suddenly picked up the basset and before 
anyone could stop him he threw it over the balustrade down into the 
street. We were all speechless. There was a long pause before anyone 
could express an objection. I was the first to say a word. 
"The truth be told, I believe that was unfair and I would do 
anything to defend the dog's innocence." 
The Czech grabbed me by the arm and turned to address the 
group: 
SHORT STORIES BY PERE CALDERS 
"The object of my action was not the basset hound for whatever 
he was worth or represented. What 'we' have just thrown down there 
was a symbol. !t's our revenge for every one of the times that we have 
been forced to do as the downstairs ten ants pleased, for every time 
they turned our hot water oH before everyone else's, for all the 
humiliations we have been subjected to, for the fact that we'd starve to 
death if we were to depend on the generosity of those people down 
there. Don't give in! If we allow ourselves to be taken over by our 
hypocritical soft spots, we will have lost the battle before it begins!" 
His words were met with a big round of applause, and even I, who 
tend to be a bit stubborn, shook the hand of that exceptional man. We 
were immediately overcome by an ur ge to organize and created several 
commissions: afterwards, for a moment, it seemed as though our desire 
to do things lacked a specific objective. That was when the public 
servant got up and asked us to excuse him, because he had to be oH to 
work. 
"Out of the question!", said the Czech."From now on, we all have 
to forget about our petty obligations, family duties and cowardly 
inclinations. Our obligations are unto each other, and together we will 
strive for justice." 
For the first time, we were aware of the greatness of that moment. 
We felt a sudden shudder down our spines like a gust of wind across a 
field of wheat, and proceeded to discuss the plans for future heroic 
acts. 
v 
We did not have much time to fantasize on the subject, because before 
long the owner's lawyer appeared with a large stack of papers under 
his armo 
"Gentlemen," he said, "There has been a crime against private 
property and I have corne to make the preliminary inquiries. I need the 
name, age and sex of each one of you." 
All of us burst out laughing on the spot; someone confronted the 
lawyer and asked whether he preferred to leave of his own ac cord or 
be kicked out by force. 
"You'd better keep your hands oH me," said the man of law, "I arn 
covered by five or six articles in the present constitution, and besides, 
I represent the high interest of justice." 
I replied that we represented a new concept of human rights and a 
new law; at that point we all descended upon him and shoved him 
down the stairs. The lawyer tumbled down the steps and his papers 
circled up into the air, visibly losing their legal weight. 
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After this initial act of violen ce, we tried to organize our 
resistance. We pooled everyone's money and belongings and drew up 
a list of available supplies. The result was discouraging: with proper 
rationing, we had enough food for a cou ple of days. 
We agreed to send the Jew out with our money to buy more 
supplies. We had realized that it had to be done right away, before the 
rich people had tim e to organize. In fact, it was already ton late: the 
Jew wasn't able to get past the second floor and came back up with his 
clothes in shreds, his hair in a mess and his face as white as snow. 
"We're under siege!" he said. 
We were stunned by the news. A Pole who had been a reserve 
oHicer sat on the ground and held his head in his hands. 
"There's no hope. There is a military adage that says that once 
you're under siege, you're lost," he said. 
Some of the women burst into tears, and generally the morale was 
low. To be more specific, the morale of everyone except for the Czech 
revolutionary, who had a remarkable strength of character. His 
domineering voice demanded our attention: 
"If that's the way it's going to be, the siege will work both ways. 
We overlook the main entrance and right here on the roof we have 
two-hundred and fifty flowerpots that we can use as ammunition. 
Furthermore," he added, "we control the water supply." 
Indeed we dido There they were, right in front of us: the water 
tanks that nourished the building's leaden veins. What power they had 
endowed us with! The downstairs tenants would undoubtedly outdo 
us with their food supplies, but we had the indispensable liquid 
without which life beco mes impossible. 
VI 
We cut oH the water supply. Someone had suggested poisoning it, but 
the idea was met with general disapproval because we insisted upon 
waging an honorable war and adhering to a series of principIes without 
which we would have received no sympathy from the outside world. 
Besides, we had no poison on hand. 
The women uprooted the plants from the two hundred and fifty 
flowerpots and proceeded to study ways of cooking them. The men 
spelled each other standing guard, set up turns and named a 
commission that was supposed to draw up a document explaining the 
objectives we were pursuing and starting our grievances. 
A terrible struggle began in which all of us were in danger of losing 
the fine human qualities that we cherished. At nightfall the first violent 
incident took place: a man who tried to slip out of the building was 
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struck by one of our flowerpots and knocked out on the sidewalk until 
his people grabbed him by the feet and dragged him back inside. 
Those were times of hunger for some and thirst for others, long 
sleepless nights preparing and fearing surprises, and the hesitation that 
all struggles entail, the doubts about the fairness of the ideals at stake 
and the nostalgia for the good oId times before the trouble had begun. 
Several newspapers tried to send joumalists, but our fear that the 
rich people would win them over before they could make it to the roof 
forced us to deny access to the reporters when they waved their white 
flags in the street. 
The Government was unforgivably noncommittal on the issue. It 
had its basic support among the working people, but since it was 
influenced by the bourgeoisie, chose not to take sides and its only 
concem was that the struggle would not spread to the rest of the 
country. It tried to draw attention away from the matter and had a 
police line stand guard around the building without intervening. The 
phone tines were cut oH, naturally, and we were isolated, left to our 
own devices with the conviction that the greater our resistance was, 
the greater our reward would be. 
After five days had gone by, one of the women went mad; she 
caught the man watching the door oH guard and bolted down the 
stairs. We heard the sound of a fight and never saw her again. The day 
before she had been hallucinating: she saw food where there was 
nothing at all, and threw herself onto her vision with her mouth wide 
open. 
The situation deteriorated day by day because of the food 
shortage, but we knew that downstairs they were tortured by thirst 
and that some of them had already lost their minds. Besides, their food 
supplies were low too, and they had become desperate when they 
'realized that the authorities were not about to help them. 
One night, when I was standing guard with a friend, we saw 
someone approaching from another rooftop with a white cloth in his 
hand. We shouted and told him to stop. He said he came in peace and 
there was nothing to fear. Once he had been stopped and questioned, 
it turned out that he was a Quaker who had brought us aspirin and 
vienna rolls. What providence, my Lord! It was just what we needed 
for our victory, because we were able to hold out that last mil e that 
gave us an advantage over our adversary and made us win the war. Our 
daily fight was imbued with new energy and we sang hyrnns so the 
enemy could see that we would never give in. We also threw 
propaganda pamphlets into the courtyards inviting them to surrender. 
We succeeded in conveying our capacity to survive so clearly that 
forty-eight hours later the owners sent us a representative in charge of 
capitulating and asking what our conditions were. 
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At this point I couldn't say whether we were fair or let ourselves 
be carried away by the intoxication of victory. What I know for sure 
is that the peace and quiet we had before it all happened never 
returned; all in all, there was no improvement that could justify the 
loss of loved ones, or people who may not have been close friends but 
who certainly were pleasant acquaintances. Besides, we were left with 
a taste for adventure which never left us again. 
What we have kept and will always keep, I must say, is a letter that 
was sent to us by one of the Internationals congratulating us for our 
struggle despite its exceedingly local scale. We were told that our case 
was duly registered and that when the tim e came for great 
compensations we would be given our prize in public. 

A MILITARY INCIDENT 
("Un fet d'armes") 
From Cròniques de la veritat oculta 
Barcelona: Selecta, 1955. Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1979 
Translated by NATHANIEL SMITH 
One day, while in battle, I found myself separated from my 
company, without weapons, alone and confused as never before. I felt 
somewhat humiliated, since everything indicated that my role was not 
to be decisive and the battle was going right on without me, with a 
horrifying noise and quantity of casual ties. 
I sat down at the side of a ro ad to think through this state of 
affairs, when suddenly a parachutist, strangeIy dressed, landed near 
me. U nder the cape he was wearing could be seen a machine gun and 
a folding bicycle, both hidden, naturally. 
He came up to me and with a noticeable foreign accent asked: 
"Might you be able to tell me if l'm going the right way to find the 
Town Hall of this village?" 
(Around there, the previous week, there had been a village.) 
"Don't be a fool," I told him. "Anyone can see in an instant that 
you're an enemy, and if you go that way they'll catch you." 
That set him back, and after expressing his anger with a snap of his 
fingers, he responded: 
"I knew it, that they hadn't thought of everything. What is it that's 
missing? What is the detail that gives me away?" 
"That uniform you're wearing is outdated. Over two years ago 
our general did away with it, explaining that times had changed. Your 
people are badly informed." 
"We got it from the dictionary," he said, sadly. 
He sat down next to me, resting his he ad on his hands, as if to ponder 
more effectiveIy. I was looking him over and, on an impulse, I said: 
"What you and I ought to do is quarrel. If I were carrying arms 
like you, I would show you exactly what I mean .... " 
"No," he said, "I wouldn't go for that. We are, in fact, off the 
battlefield, and any results we might obtain would not be officially 
recognized. What we need to do is to see how to get back onto it, and 
there, if we have the chance, we can fight it out." 
We tried as many as ten times to join the battle, but a wall of 
bullets and smoke prevented us. Trying to find an opening, we 
climbed a small hill that dominated the scene. From there, we could see 
that the war was going on with great vigor, offering everything the 
generals could desire. 
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The enemy.said: 
"From Up here, it looks as if, depending how we enter the battle, 
we'd be more likely just to get in the way ... " 
(I nodded in agreement.) 
" ... And still, between the two of us, there is a question to settle," 
he finished. 
It seemed to me he was completely right, and trying to be helpful 
I suggested: 
"What if we went at it with our fists?" 
"N ot that either. We owe a certain respect to progress, for the sake 
of the prestige of your country and of mine. This is difficult," he said, 
"really difficult." 
Reflecting, l found a solution: 
"l've got it! Let's do it by playing hopscotch. If you win, you can 
put on my up-to-date uniform and take me prisoner; if l win, the 
prisoner will be you and the military equipment you are carrying will 
belong to my side. Agreed?" 
He agreed, we played, and I won. That same afternoon, I came 
into camp, carrying my booty, and when the general, highly pleased 
with my work, asked me what reward I wouId like, I toId him that, if 
it were all the same to him, l'd keep the bicyc1e. 
THINGS APPARENTLY INTRANSCENDENT 
("Coses aparentment intranscendents") 
From Cròniques de la veritat oculta 
Barcelona: Selecta, 1955. Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1979 
Translated by KATHLEEN McNERNEY 
F or a long rime I lived in a room near the port. The family who took 
car e of it came to car e for me deeply, and when I told them that I had to 
go to Brarislava because of the police, the lady of the house said to me: 
"Leave us the picture of yourself. We'll put it on top of the piano, 
and that way when we miss you we'll feel better." 
I told her that I didn't have any, that l'd never been fond of having 
my picture taken, but the lady insisted: 
"Have one made. Just a basic one, a simple thing, you know? Just 
enough to help us remember your face." 
What she was asking was so easy, and I owed her manr more 
favors than I could count, so that afternoon I found mysel in the 
waiting room of a neighbourhood photography shop. 
When my turn came, I told him I just wanted a small one, cheap, 
and the sooner it was ready, the better. I got him to understand that 
looking at the carnera made me nervous, and that if it were possible to 
have a picture taken under anesthesia, I would do it that way. 
"We'll try to make it easy for you," the photographer said. "We'll 
use magnesium and you won't feel a thing." 
He straightened me up, waved his hand and told me to look at the 
point, that a bird would corne out. Naturally, that awakened my 
interest and while I stared with my eyes wide open so I woudn't miss 
a single detail, the man pushed a button under a rubber pear at the side 
of the machine. 
That's when things look on a frightening air of greatness. At my 
right, it seemed like the magnesium flame had brought a piece of the 
sky into the room; I jumped like only a well-fed person can to get 
behind the carnera for protection; from there I could see that the flame 
had caught a black vel vet curtain on fire. The fire took over the 
furniture and within five minutes the whole building was aflame. The 
artist and myself escaped by miracle. 
That very evening, people heard the news that an entire block of 
buildings had burned down and more than three hundred people had 
perished, all of them of good families. 

THE TREE IN MY HOUSE 
("L'arbre domèstic") 
From Cròniques de la veritat oculta 
Barcelona: Selecta, 1955. Barcelona: Edicions 62,1979. 
Translated by NATHANIEL SMITH 
l've kept many secrets in this life. But the time has corne to reveal one 
of the biggest, and perhaps the one most at odds with the official truth. 
One morning, on getting up, I saw that a tree had grown in the 
dining room of my house. Don't scoff: it was a real tree, with roots 
that clung to the tile floor and branches that pushed up against the 
ceiling. 
I saw right away that it couldn't be someone's idea of a joke, and 
having no loved one in whom to confide such things, I went to the 
police station. 
I was received by the captain, who wore a big mustache, as they 
always do, and a uniform whose elegance I was at a loss to explain, 
since it was covered over with military decorations. I said: 
"l've corne to inform you that, with no complicity at all on my 
part, a tree, a real tree, has grown in the dining room of my house." 
The man was surprised, let me tell you! He looked me over for a 
good moment and then said: 
"That' s impossible." 
"Yes, of course. No one ever knows how these things corne about. 
But there the tree is, blocking the light and getting in my way." 
These words of mine irritated the captain. He hit the table with the 
flat of his hand, stood up, and grabbed one of my lapels, in that way 
that is so annoying. 
"That's impossible, I said," he repeated. "If that were possible, 
anything would be possible. Do you hear me? We'd have to reexamine 
everything our wise men have told us and it would take us more tim e 
than you might think at first glance. What a mess if such outlandish 
things happened in the dining rooms of any oid citizen! The 
revolutionaries would raise their heads, the divinity of the King would 
be called back into question, and, who knows, some foreign power, 
just to se e, might even declare war on us. Do you understand?" 
"Yes. But, nevertheless, I touched the tree with my own two 
hands." 
"Corne on, corne on, forget it. Share your secret with me alone, 
and the State will reward your silence well." 
He was already starting to write me out a check when my 
conscience was mobilized. I asked: 
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"You mean, this is a matter of national interest?" 
"And how!" 
"In that case, I don't want a penny. Everything for the Fatherland, 
you know. At your service, captain." 
Four days lat er, I got a letter from the King, expressing his thanks. 
And who, with that, would not feel well rewarded? 
CATALANS ABOUT THE WORLD 
("Els catalans pel món") 
From Cròniques de la veritat oculta 
Barcelona: Selecta, 1955. Barcelona: Edicions 62,1979 
Translated by JOSEP MIQUEL SOBRER 
Once I went to Burma to supervise a sales expedition of plaster of 
Paris. 
The trip went quite well, and when I arrived in Yakri, a local 
kinglet oHered me his trusty hospitality. Since there were few 
Europeans there,I that gentleman felt an interest in showing oH the 
brilliance of his court and detained me, making my sojourn longer 
than I had planned. 
So that my Western appearance would not dull the palace 
etiquette, the monarch gave me a mantle all embroidered with pearls 
and precious stones, with the condition that I only remove it to go to 
sleep. 
The royal apartments in those countries are a kind of park, where 
animals and people live in common, keeping certain distances. There is 
a great quantity of birds, garden elephants, felines, sacred and profane 
tortoises, seasonal insects, and other animals, so rare that they inspire 
respecto 
My stay there was a continuous party. We sang, we danced, and 
we ate from morning to night, and each craving had its satisfaction. 
But as I was a person under orders and have never neglected my duties, 
the day came for me to take my leave, and the kinglet, to regale me, 
organized a great folklore exhibition. 
The sovereign, dressed for a gala, had me sit at his side. He had a 
panther to his feet and a magnificent parrot on his right shoulder. He 
clapped and the program began. 
After I heard the songs of people from all of his provinces, two 
hundred dancers started to dance in a monorhythmic manner. The 
dance lasted long hours, always the same, always to the same cadence. 
When boredom got the better of me, to let oH steam I said out loud, 
in Catalan: 
"For the money, I prefer the dances from Castellterçol." 
The parrot let out a guttural cry and, addressing me, said: 
"Be careful. If the Great Interpreter hears you, you're a dead 
man." 
I There were none. (Clarification out of conscience). 
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He spoke in such correct Catalan that it, at first, left me breathless. 
Man of the world that I was, I kept my cool before the king, but at 
night, when everyone was asleep, I looked for the parrot, who told me 
his story. He was a Catalan parrot from Cadaqués, and fortune had 
brought him there. 
In spite of all those things that separated us, there was the language 
uniting us, and we shared some memories. 
We spoke of the Mediterranean and of our hopes to see it again, 
and the next morning, when I left Yakri, my heart was much softer 
than on my arrival. 
'éFirst published in Catatonia, A Self-portrait, edited by Josep Miquel 
Sobrer (Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1992). 
SUBTLE INVASION 
("Invasió subtil") 
From Invasió subtil i altre contes 
Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1978 
Translated by JOSEP MIQUEL SOBRER 
At the Hostal Punta Marina in Tossa I met a disconcerting Japanese 
who in no way fit the idea I had of that type of Oriental. 
At dinnertime he sat at my table after asking for my permission 
without much ceremony. I was struck by the fact that he had no 
slanting eyes nor yellowish skin. On the contrary: as color goes, he 
was rather rosycheeked and red-haired. 
I was curious to see what dishes he would order. I confess mine 
was a childish attitude, imagining he would order uncommon dishes or 
exotic combinations. The truth is he surprised me by requesting a salad 
-"with lots of onion," he said- pig's feet, grilled sardines, and toasted 
almonds. After all that, coffee, a glass of brandy, and a cigar. 
I had imagined the Japanese would eat with exaggerated, even 
irritating neatness, picking his mors els as if they were the pieces of a 
watch. But it wasn't that way: the man used his knife and fork with 
great ease and chewed with his mouth full, without any esthetic 
complications. To tell the truth, he was shaking the foundations of my 
ideas. 
Besides, he spoke Catalan just like any of us, without even the 
shadow of a foreign accent. This was not too surprising if one keeps in 
mind that those peofle are very studious and sm art to a high degree. 
But he made me fee inferior, because I don't know a single word of 
Japanese. It is curi ous to note that I was the one who brought a foreign 
touch to the interview, as I conditioned my behavior -my gestures, 
words, conversation openings- to the concrete fact that my 
interlocutor was Japanese. He, on the other hand, was fresh as a rose. 
I thought that man would be a salesman for photographic 
equipment or transistor radios. Or perhaps cultured pearls. I touched 
on all those subjects, but he rejected them with a broad gesture of his 
armo "As for me," he said, "I sell religious objects made in Olot." "Is 
there still a market for that?" I asked him. And he told me yes, that it 
was going through hard times but that he himself was doing well. He 
worked the southern zone of the peninsula, and he added that as soon 
as he had some time or there was a holiday, he headed straight for 
home. 
"There's nothing like home!" he concluded with a satisfied air. 
"You live in your country?" 
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"Of course. Where would you want me to live?" 
Yes, of course; they are all globe trotters and go everywhere. I 
took another look at him and I may assure you that no detail, either in 
his clothing or in his person, betrayed his Japanese origino He even had 
a pin of the Barcelona Football Club on his lapel. 
All together it was highly suspicious, and it worried me. M y wife 
had taken her supper up in the room because she was a ¡ittle under the 
weather; I told her about the encounter and adorned my story with my 
apprehensions: he could well have been a spy. 
"And how do you know he was Japanese?" she asked me. 
I laughed, perhaps not at all spontaneously, feeling sorry for her 
naiveté. 
"I can smell them an hour away," I replied. 
"Are you sure you've seen many of them?" 
"No. But I spot them at once! " 
"Did he tell you he was Japanese?" 
"Not once. They are cagey." 
"Did anybody tell you?" 
"Nobody told me anything, nor do I need to be told. l have the 
sharpest instinct!" 
W e had a row. She is always provoking me and saying l see things 
and that any day 1'11 get into real trouble. As if she didn't know me! 
She seems to enjoy arguing, but she is incredibly credulous. 
That night I slept little and poorly. l could not get that Japanese 
oH my mind. Because if they appear as they are, with their little smile, 
their bows, and those slanting gazes, we shall be able to defend 
ourselves. l hope so! But if they start coming with so much 
dissimulation and false circumstance, they're going to give us a hard 
time. 
*First published in Catalonia, A Self-portrait, edited by Josep Miquel 
Sobrer (Indiana University Press: Bloomington, 1992). 
LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT OF THE HYENA 
("El testament de 'La hiena"') 
From Invasió subtil i altre contes 
Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1978 
Translated by JOSEP MIQUEL SOBRER 
l had been chosen to assassinate a cabinet member and, much as this 
went against my grain, I had to corne through. We'll all go soft in this 
world, doing only what comes easy. Besides, it is my firm opinion 
that, when a man is a militant, he must be disciplined and obedient. 
The official received me at once because I was bearing a superbly 
counterfeited letter from a woman friend of his. I was supposedly 
delivering a confidential package and, as I sat down before him, across 
from his Iarge ministerial desk, I opened my briefcase and produced 
my gun, ready with silencer and all. The bureaucrat tumed pale and 
seemed genuinely puzzled. He could not figure out, he told me, how I 
had managed to pass all the controls undetected. I explained to him 
that we had bribed them, and he pharisaically denounced the 
widespread corruption. 
I felt pity for him. It may have been my Iimited experience, or it 
was due perhaps to the abyss between speech and action. The fact is 
that I couldn't quite get myself to shoot. I wasn't feeling sufficiently at 
ease. :ro say nothing of my scruples, which also weighed on my 
conSClence. 
"What's the matter?" The personage asked me. 
"It's that you ought to help," I answered. "If I shoot in a hurry 
and hit you wrong, you'll suffer and then 1'11 suffer. On the other 
hand, if both of us pro gram this, we can have a sure shot at first 
attempt, a fatal shot that will spare us the agony of a prolonged death." 
He sneered at me as if telling me to go to helI and got up from his 
chair as one who needs to stretch his legs. "Hold it!" I shouted. He did 
not stop, he didn't even tum his head. He paced up and down his office, 
paying no heed to me. I must say that my fearsomeness was much 
diminished by the fact that I had already made clear my intenti on of 
killing him; what could possibly make me more menacing now? 
"Consider that if I shoot in bad faith and hit your nerve the result 
could be brutal," I said in a hoarse voice. "There are some twinges 
worse than death itself." 
He stopped to face me with a questioning look. 
"How versed are you in topographic anatomy?" he asked. "Are 
you sure you know where to aim, not so as to torture me (as you 
hinted), but to dispose of me, which is the point of this meeting?" 
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"No," I replied. "Beyond the simple knowledge of the human 
figure, I arn not familiar with any kind of anatomy. My plan is to shoot 
for the heart and let nature run its course." 
"And where will you find my heart, if I may ask?" 
"On your left side. Everybody's got it there." 
"Wrong. Like everybody else, my heart sits between my lungs, 
exact1y over the diaphragm. You are lacking in basic information." 
I had made up my mind to be patient because, after all, poor guy, 
he was undergoing tribulation enough. Such were my starting 
thoughts at any rate, since I knew nothing of my victim's 
temperament. And, incidentally, let me add a consideration that may 
be useful to many: if you are to ki11 someone, before you commit 
yourself, you really should become familiar with their temperament 
and quirks. I should have followed my own advice! 
"OK," I proceeded calmly, "let's not get all bent out of shape. !t's 
fine with me to shoot wherever you indicate. After all, you are the 
interested party here." 
"Each person has the perfect point," he said."The nape. A shot to 
the back of the neck, point blank, will make second tries unnecessary." 
He seemed heart1ess to me now. You have to have an evil soul to 
speak with such cold assurance about a hit that will irrevocably do you 
in. But I was not in the mood to argue. 
"As you wish," I said. 
"I cannot trust your aim," he replied ."Stay there and l'll show you 
the exact point." 
I remained seated. He came around behind me and with his left 
hand made me lower my head, the way barbers bend their customers' 
heads. For an instant I even felt a sweet slumber, the kind of 
drowsiness that makes getting a haircut less of a burdensome chore. 
Sleepily, I waited for my antagonist to place the tip of his index finger 
on the precise fatal point. But instead of doing that, he grabbed the 
heavy silver pen-and-ink stand that was on his desk and hit me with it 
on the back of my head. Only days later did I learn of such treachery; 
at the tim e I just lost my awareness and my senses. 
The prison doctor thinks I came out all right, that I was enormously 
lucky. !t's all a matter of opinion! I used to be a bit deaf and now, after 
the blow, I can heà.r better. But to call this luck. .. The lawyer assigned 
to me thinks l'm in for years, that they'll throw the book at me, mainly 
because of one detail: I was carrying a concealed weapon in an official 
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building. You tell me what would have happened if I had asked for a 
permit! They're all a bunch of hypocrites. 
The firrnness of my spirit leads me to rest and reflection within 
these four walls. I reconstruct the past, ponder things over. I recall 
with nostalgia the day of the secret meeting during which I was 
nicknamed "the Hyena." Getting that name wasn't easy because two 
comrades were aspiring to the same alias, listing past accomplishments 
as their credentials. I wrested the title from them by making an appeal 
to the importance of futur e accomplishments, and by insisting on my 
implacableness. My closest rival had to make do with the alias "the 
Mongoose," and the other one with "the Vip er. " After my 
presentation, they were lucky to get even those! 
I arn "The Hyena." My alia s is far too suggestive to be locked 
inside stone walls. I arn not selfish. If I could, I would donate it to the 
group, as a kind of payback. But the gro up has been dismantled. By 
dint of questioning me day and night with criminal insistence, all my 
comrades have been caught. 
And now, in full possession of my senses, coerced by no one, 
freely, I want to leave my nickname to someone who can use it, 
because it would be a shame for it to wither with me in here. For quite 
some tim e l'll be una ble to make any use of it and, out there, it could 
be of service. I know little about charitable institutions, my friends are 
few and relatives even fewer. In principie I cede it to an orphanage 
with the hope that, to a greater or lesser extent, they'll be able to 
appreciate that this is all I have. I hope someone will be hurt enough 
by the institution to corne out of the orphanage with the necessary 
spite, with the pique to utilize it with vindictive pugnacity. Then I will 
have been exonerated. 

FOR A BETTER TOMORROW 
("Per a un demà millor") 
From Invasió subtil i altre contes 
Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1978 
Translated by JOSEP MIQUEL SOBRER 
(DRAMA IN LESS THAN ONE ACT) 
Stage left, a sunset Stage right, a weekend 
The curtain opens to reveal the only actor in the play (a good-
looking young man) who approaches the audience intending to recite 
a wrenching monologue of protest. But the curtain collapses due to a 
mechanical failure and crushes him. That's it. 
THEEND 
(No show on Mondays: 
Company's day oH.) 
1°3 

THETWOOFUS 
("Nosaltres dos") 
From Invasió subtil i altre contes 
Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1978 
Translated by JOSEP MIQUEL SOBRER 
During moments of privacy, so as not to think, to avoid diving into 
perturbing depths, men sing -in the shower, facing the mirror when 
shaving, or during an instant of truce brought about by solitude. 
This face, made white by foam, is my face. After so many years of 
granting it audience, I can have no doubt about it. But there's 
something there ... I get close to the mirror, gaze into the bottom of my 
eyes, and feel a shiver running up my spine. CCI would like to become a 
friend of myself," I think. "A solid friendship. Go out together. Speak 
man to man in all frankness ... " Oops! I forgot this moment calls for 
humming or singing, and so I attack a modern version of a folk theme. 
Not a good rendition (I arn objective). But this attempt at distraction 
fails and I dare fix my gaze again. He's there, here, inside and outside. 
l'd hate it if he'd notice my bewilderment. He keeps on shaving, 
fidgety. He nicks himself, which creates a bond between us: the drop 
of blood on his cheek corresponds to the pang of my wound. 
Down by the waterside a cannon shoots salvos. I cannot tell 
whether someone important is arriving in town or whether we are 
reinforcing with salvos the lukewarm popular response to a day of 
commemoration. In any case, it's Sunday. Furniture and objects stare 
quietly at me and I defy them with a gesture of ownership. That 
should shut them up. 
I have nevertheless fe1t the revelation that I carry myself inside me, 
crouching within some visceral cavity. This might be just plain normal, 
but since l've got some free time today, my plan is to analyze the 
matter systematically. I arn overcome with a feeling of timidity, as if I 
were paying myself a formal visit and had to be mindful of what I say. 
In other words, this is not the way to go about it. After all this is not 
about an unknown about whom I couldn't care less: we hold each 
other in full partnership. 
The sun's corne out and light spreads to the middle of the dining 
room streaked in that familiar and endearing way by the blinds. A 
pigeon has alighted on the balcony railing, and it occurs to me that, if 
I had a gun, we'd have a sure shot. At this distance the pellets would 
shatter the bird, strew feathers, and splash blood all around. On the 
other hand I feel the onset of a disinterested love for the pigeon and 
wish him well for now and for a thriving future. 
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Which one of us voted for the firing squad without stay of 
execution and which one for the good wishes? To ponder the matter, 
I sit in the easy chair and light a cigarette. I inhale with delight. But the 
other one doesn't smoke. Worse: he blasts against smoking and tries to 
scare me with stories about tumors and the panorama of my golden 
years embittered by bronchitis. He makes me nervous. 
With regards to Trini he does much of the same, but this rime the 
role recommending austerity is reversed. I tackle things as a matter of 
good faith: she's just a coworker; my mind's on the job and on looking 
serious. But he spurs me on to make passes at her. Indeed, he presses 
for his side so seductively that Trini has gotten exposed to more than 
one touchy situation. 
I cannot tell you anything new. You know all about this: 
conscience. Yet I think it's deceitful to present conscience as a play 
between good and evil: while the good and bad angels have it out, we 
applaud or boo the heavy scenes with no more limitations than those 
imposed by the management of the playhouse. The more 
conscientious of us think that we'll be billed later and, then, somehow, 
we'll pay. In the meantime, our credit is good ... 
No. This isn't a fair play; we're not on the right track here. All you 
have to do is read the papers, look at the numbers, and panic. 
Alienation! How easy to shirk responsibility and resort to 
abstractions, considering the complicated social scaffolding as an alien 
platform on which we play the victims. Bad things corne from without 
us, and in our protestations there is seldom any avowal. 
It's pitiful to get up as I did today. Wordless, I lis ten to myself. 
Thanks to a monologue in dialogue form -to coin a phrase-, I try to 
level with the other one, without knowing whether he serves as my 
sheath or instead as a form that I encase. 
In this light, it seems to me, suicide is plain homicide. Let us 
suppose this creep shoots me. Hard to dodge that shot! They'd find 
me as a corpse with a smoking gun in my hand, and they'd all agree 
that no one is guihy of my death. The other one could polish up his 
alibi and leave a note by the body written in my hand. This must have 
happened quite a few times! But if I shoot first I can waste him with 
the same impunity. Of course we'd only have one corpse, at the most. 
I seek distraction in a calendar hanging on a dining room wall. For 
each month there is a full-color picture of a Swiss mountain, with a 
whole lot of evocarive details. "To evoke just what?" my soul's lodger 
asks, and proceeds: "Y ou've never even been to Switzerland. Besides, 
what got you to display such a corny thing?" 
I arn about to reply that the Alps will always give you your 
money's worth, but suspect that, all things considered, he's right. This 
cantankerousness of his makes me almost love him. It helps me 
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understand that we are inseparable, even though I often hate him. This 
must be what happens in a marriage: connubial tepidity compensating 
for the harshness of daily clashings. 
However, he's always tended to clip my wings; l've been unable to 
detach myself. I arn modest, for sure, just like all worthy persons, but 
Iike everybody else I need support and this jerk inside me gives me 
none. For each time he pushes me -as with Trini and the furtive trysts 
he suggests-, he stops me a dozen times just short of great, audacious, 
breakneck undertakings. 
"Y ou' d ne ver do it," he replies. "You know as well as I do that you 
are meek and good onIy for words." I could kick him ... I raise my right 
Ieg and immediately feel a sharp slap on my thigh. Whims, 
apprehensions ... Hard to tell. Feeling edgy, I get dressed in a hurry. 
l've got to get out, catch some sunshine. Holding the doorknob I ask, 
out of sheer rote: "You coming?" And he answers: "Of course! But 
where do you want to go? Haven't you leamed yet that there's no 
place like home?" 
I rush downstairs hearing his footsteps under my soles. He has 
already ruined my outing. Because it is true that, if no one is bothering 
me, I love staying at home. To just laze around on oH-days, to read, to 
forget schedules, and to treat tim e as if it were plaster with which to 
model mental figures. Contradicting himself, forgetting that a second 
ago he was urging me to stay, he now tells me l'm a couch potato, 
capable only of finding pleasure within my four walls. 
The outside light blinds me. I take two steps to the right and feel 
someone pulling me from inside. "Where are you going, man? You've 
got to make a Ieft!" I tum around and head towards the harbor. He's 
ca1ling the shots, but in this case I do not mind because in general Ilike 
the harbor and the seaside. Besides l've made him corne with me; he 
shouldn't be bragging. 
People seem fascinated by the joy of the holiday, more so as I 
descend towards the sea. I show my manliness: he wants to go to the 
jetty, but I stop by the oId shipyards and sit caImly on a bench in front 
of the Maritime Museum. So we're about even, and sometimes I make 
him bend his head. Without much satisfaction, I should add, because 
my neck contributes to his reverential bow. 
We enjoy the sp ell on the bench. I take advantage of our agreeing 
on this and lead my thoughts out for a stroll. They corne out, leap 
about and roll over like released puppies. One of them, it seems to me, 
is sniHing a tree trunk. 
!t's amusing to watch people go back and forth as if they didn't 
know certain realities. A child stops in front of me, stares at me 
shamelessly, and when he has satisfied himself, goes away whist1ing. 
'Goes away' is a relative expression: he walks to the wall of the 
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museum and feels its stone surface with his hands. Producing a piece 
of chalk from his pocket, he draws a rectangle, like a door. I must 
squint against the glare of sunlight to see this. The kid pushes on the 
imaginary do or -it is clearly the outline of a door- and, of course, hits 
the stone. Yet he does not lose heart. He thinks for a moment and, 
then, neatly, traces a doorknob, complete with plate and keyhole; he 
turos the knob, an elusive opening appears and the boy disappears, 
swallowed by the wall. 
This has left me in a meditative state. Obviously today's kids 
know a lot more than we dido They are more savvy, better prepared, as 
if life had taken a didactic turo. I may be oid fashioned in my 
appreciation of innocence. But I also admire progress, whatever its 
source. This I can't deny. 
All of a sudden, my echo, the inside of my mirror, or whatever he 
is, charges again: "You are quite capable of believing anything your 
eyes show you," he says. "You'll never learo." I reply that if I don't 
trust my own eyes, I don't trust anybody, and that what I have seen 
has been no visiono He retorts that it could go either way and that a 
true scientific spirit would advise a clos er examination. 
Since I wanted to do just that, I get up from the bench and go to 
the wall. On close examination I see there really is the outline of a 
small door; I would have to bend down to go through it. The boy is 
nowhere to be seen. After checking for witnesses, I push it with my 
arm, trying to open it, and get foreseeable results: the wall stands firm, 
uncompromising to the human will. But the knob is there, ready to 
remember the mission it's been given. I stretch my hand slowly, 
embarrassed by the heavy pounding of my own heart, and then realize 
that a peanuts vendor is staring at me. Stop! I throw a smokescreen, 
pretending to chase a bug. Histrionically I pretend to smash the 
mosquito -it seems it was a mosquito-, and I can be seen disposing of 
the minute carcass. I ham the scene up with a cruel smile, just as I find, 
on the ground, the piece of chalk left over by the boy. 
I imagine the chalk could have magic properties, I pick it up 
hurriedly and stick it in my pocket. The vendor is stilllooking at me 
with some impertinence. "She'll think you're pocketing the 
mosquito," the other one tells me. I tell him that I don't care; she is free 
to think whatever she wants. But it isn't true: I blush as I start up the 
Rambla, eager to get home. 
I can feel the personality of the chalk, and grasp it closing my 
fingers energetically around it. !t's all mine. M y life-Iong lodger 
observes: "Go ahead, feast on that!" At first I attribute his words to 
envy, but I recognize immediately that we are destined to share 
everything. He just wants to hassle me. 
r walk fast, under the downpour of his sarcasm. "Now what?" He 
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proceeds: "Y ou'll get home, raring to paint a doar on the wall and 
sneak out. This is fine for a child, but you are too oid for it. And where 
would you go if this should work out? Tell me: Where would you 
go?" 
Neither near nor far, I reflect. It's not a matter of distance. I would 
like a clean getaway, an evaporation that would take little movement 
but be effective. I could get rid of the part of the world that weighs 
upon me and would fix up the rest with the kind of pleasure one has 
when moving into a new home. Like a leech my opponent replies: 
"Corne off it. The world weighs on you quite bearably. If you could 
get rid of it (and you won't be able to), the lack of ballast would have 
you spinning away like a balloon." 
He is unpleasant, he cannot help it. I tell him: "What do you 
know!" in the same tone as the "what do I know!" that his inextricable 
questions inspire in me. 
If I knew how to do it, I would tear that mute voice away from 
inside me. l've heard about great consciences, eager to torture their 
possessors in a lofty style but lending them an interesting air. Mine, 
simple and homey, kills by pinching. I feel no pride in it. An idea 
comes to me -always a source of excitement-, and riow I hurry even 
more. 
I get to my street, to my building, rush up the stairs. l'm here. The 
neighbor's goldfinch lets out an erratic song, the product of instinct 
more than art. There is an anticipation of possible changes in the air as 
I look at the piece of chalk in the palm of my op en hand. 
"Quiet!" I command my metaphysical Ibdger as he is about to 
sock me with renewed ironies. Uncharacteristically, he obeys me. He 
does not suspect my plan ... Though he can't be unaware of it. 
I look for free wall space. These apartments are small and we tend 
to stuff them. I won't be able to find much unoccupied space. But in 
the bedroom -pushing the night table a bit to one side- I arn able 
finally to find wall space. Painstakingly, 1 draw a doar; the chalk seems 
to stick to the wall paper and my outline is OK. I have always been 
quite good at drawing, though l've never put my talent to practical 
use. (I cannot tell now if this remark is mine or the other's.) 
I have trouble with the keyhole. 1 arn not trying to make a big deal 
out of this part; it really is crucial. 1 finally get the hang of it and draw 
a keyhole that's a work of art. From this moment on everything seems 
to go smoothly. 1 squint -I can't help it-, push the do or and feel it 
moving. It seemed so difficult before! 1 command the other: "You 
first." Incredibly, he takes the bait, pliant to my will. When he's on the 
other side I siam the door shut. I don't know exactly what happens: 
the door severs me like a knife blade. 
This fool has made a mistake. He has exited through the wall and 
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I arn left, incorporeal and undressed, if you don't mind my putting it 
this way. What arn I going to do without the sheath that used to cover 
me? I crave to see myself for the first tim e (if there is any substance 
here) and walk to the bathroom; a strange perspective since I have no 
image to bounce oH ... 
I walk back to the dining room made somewhat uneasy, frankly, 
by the dark prospect of joining the ranks of the unemployed. I arn 
comforted by the idea that 1'11 eventually find something or other, here 
or abroad. Yet, I had gotten used to our closeness and liked leading 
him by the nose. Now, depending on who I can find .. . 
Suddenly I feel my roots tickling, I have the impression that a 
form is slurping me up. On the tile floor, a pair of shoes takes formo 
The tingling sensation is moving up and there appear the hem of my 
trousers, the belt, the bottom of my sportcoat. All these items are 
familiar ones. I arn convinced it's a matter of regeneration that, up to 
now, had only showed its elf on some inferior species, lizards and the 
like. Each piece becomes real: my hands (as if my flesh were slowly 
putting a glove on them), my arms (I pull on my skin, as if I were 
adjusting the sleeves on a tight sweater), my Adam's apple, my face 
and hairline, with the very same symptoms of premature baldness. I 
wait for the completion of the brain and as soon as I can see it (more 
or less round with its furrows and blood feeders in place), I jump to 
the attack, mocking our frustrated segregation: "I told you you 
wouldn't get very far! When it comes to important decisions, you 
crack." 
It's true. He's he re again, but l've had quite a scare. I arn not 
bothered by evanescence, nor was I particularly surprised by the 
power of the chalk (some formulas scribbled on a blackboard have 
provoked enormous convulsions), but the bedroom wall is at the end 
of the building and, eager to hurl the other out, I almost jumped out 
of a fifth floor . That would have been nice! I arn happy to hear the 
voice of my reply. "You're a horse's ass," he says. I don't reply 
because I arn happy to hear him (or her, I arn not really sure). 
Considered objectively, we are good company to each other. 
!t's as I tell it. Sometimes friends ask me if I don't get bored, 
considering my solitary lifestyle. They know nothing and suspect 
nothing. But the truth is that my life is full of Sundays such as this one, 
laden with mystery and adventure. 
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("Visita periòdica") 
From Tot s'aprofita 
Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1988 
Translated by JOSEP MIQUEL SOBRER 
T he last time Past came to see me, I found he had aged badly and 
tended to grumble, as if he were in no humor for vis its and were forced 
by his routine to make them. 
His memory was considerably weaker; whenever he evoked 
bygone scenes (such was the content of our chats) he got all foggy, and 
confused one episode with another. I could hardly blame him because 
I wasn't feeling one-hundred-per-cent either, and rather helped in his 
disorientation. We were both a little bored by the visito Facing each 
other, we barely knew what to say. 
He asked me after a pause: "You think I arn dull, don't you?" 
"Of course not, my friend. We've known each other for years, we 
have lots in common, and far be it from me to offend you ... " 
"So?" 
"Maybe this is poorly organized. We should plan these 
interviews, set them up ahead of time, and then we would avoid 
coming and going blindly, trying this or that topic. As it is now we 
may stumble up on a lost love, a forgotten war, or a holiday spent on 
a far away beach ... " 
"How would you go about it?" 
"There may be more than one way. For instance, we could set an 
interview with an agreed-upon topic. Say we meet next week to talk 
about the Winter of Fifty-Three. I could prepare myself and tune up 
my retention powers, and you could get together some tools such as 
slides you could proj ect into my brain. You know what I mean ... " 
Past got up from his chair and paced up and down the dining 
room. He had a limp on his right leg, a keepsake from a fall with 
fracture I suffered the year of the great snow. !t's what l've said: we 
mixed things up, we introduced images into our conversation without 
checking for pertinence. 
Past stopped and pointed his index finger at me. His terrible, 
accusatory index finger! 
"You have lost your taste for adventure," he said. "You renounce 
the joy of reliving a life which I adorn with the niceties you deprived 
yourself of the first time around." 
"Don't get mad," I replied. "If you had helped me out at the right 
time, we wouldn't need any embellishments now." 
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Despite my plea, he felt offended and, for a moment, I thought 
he ~as going to attack me . But he had second thoughts and sat down 
agam. 
"Can I tell you the truth?" He fixed me with his stare. 
I told him yes, that l'd rather hear the truth. 
"Y ou've gotten tired of me. I arn a nuisance to you. You would 
like me to be different, but you lack the imagination to change me. 
Deep down you'd rather break up, but do not have the guts!" 
He garbled out those words. I felt ridiculous, as if we were acting 
out a love scene from a soap opera: lovers in crisis and, therefore, 
headed for disaster. 
I felt pity for my interlocutor. You could see the burden of years 
on his skin. He was bathed in a kind of mist; you couldn't tell whether 
it was his aura or a mat of cobwebs. He came suddenly nearer and said: 
"Why don't you try another approach and make an appointment with 
Future? You can see that it's harder and harder for us to understand 
each other." 
"No, never! Future scares me, on account of that unavoidable 
event. You know what I mean. Besides, I don't need to call 
him because he'll corne anyway. He'll corne as stubbornly as you'll 
go." 
He took offense; he must have thought I wanted to get rid of him. 
He stomped to the hallway, muttering that I wouldn't have to tell him 
twice. Before leaving he tried sarcasm: "And Present? Are you still 
seeing each other? This one has fed you a potion, I swear." 
"We've been living together ever since I can remember. Thanks to 
the credit he extends me l've been able to lease you." 
"Yeah," he replied, "and thanks to his loans you can buy lottery 
tickets from Future. Good luck. Y ou'll need it!" 
He slammed the door and ran downstairs. Such visits always leave 
me in a state of confusion. I sat with my elbows on the table, my 
forehead on my right palm. At that moment, the curtain to the 
bedroom opened and Present showed his head. 
"Is he gone?" he asked. 
"Yes, up to a point. You know him." 
Present was wearing a house robe, an outfit which he was seldom 
without as of late, even when we went out. He'd never been much of 
a dresser, but now he'd gotten careless and gave me reason for 
concern. Puffy-eyed, coiffed with just a few hairs, it looked like he 
couldn't car e less about his appearance. He spent his days grumbling, 
eaten alive by fears, to the point that he passed his bad moods onto me. 
I often tried to duck him, pretended not to see him; but it was to no 
avail because he was sticky and tenacious. He sat down next to me and 
pulled on my sleeve. 
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"You don't know how to handle him," he said. "You're unfair. 
Did it ever occur to you that, when all is said and done, all there'll be 
left of you and me will be him?" 
"What do you mean?" 
"I mean we owe him all we are." 
"Is that it?" I said with irritation. "Well, do you know what I 
think? That he's gotten his dues." 
"I don't think you get it," he pressed. "There is a fundamental 
aspect that escapes you. His visits upset you, you're unkind to him. 
Clearly you don't know what'll happen when he no longer comes to 
visit you. !t'll mean that you and I will have left each other for 
good." 
Yes, of course, he was right. The lot of them had me living under 
the stress of threats and extortions, with no regard for my well being 
and happiness. 
Present had a habit that drove me mad. During pauses in our 
conversations he paced up and down the house like a ghost, touching 
things with his hand with an air of extreme sadness: he would lift an 
unstuck corner of the wallpaper, point at stains or te,ars, bend over to 
rattle loose floortiles. He never missed a dislocated table or chair, 
pointing out all the cracks in the windowpanes and plaster. His was a 
meticulous inventory of all that was aging. 
"Stop it!" l'd shout when I could stand it no longer. 
Then he stood facing me and staring at my face. His eyes moved 
slowly tracing the wrinkles in my face. That was worse. 
This one time, to shut him up, I said: "Let's go for a walk. We need 
fresh air." 
"OK." 
As I was putting my coat on I tried to convince him to take oH his 
robe and make himself somewhat more presentable; he answered that 
he couldn't care less. When we had reached the do or, the phone rang. 
"You answer," I told him. 
"!t's Future. He wants to talk to you." 
" Ask him to leave a message. l' m in no mood to speak to that idiot." 
Future and I had only met after the facto I mean I couldn't tell what 
he looked like. Whenever we tried to set a meeting somewhere in 
town, as soon as I got there, he was a block beyond, out of my sight. 
We only dealt with each other long distance and often used Present as 
our go-between. 
"What's the matter with him?" I asked. 
"He wants to know how many lottery tickets he should reserve 
for you this weekend." 
"None. Tell him l'm broke." 
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Present hung up and informed me that Future was making 
reservations for me. And not to worry because, after all, he always 
gave or got his due. Which was true. Until now, as far as I know, he's 
never let me down. 
